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the steps, Helen, wanting to make sure the boy with the
bags was in tow, slowed our gait and turned halfway round
to look back, but she did not relax her tight hold on me.
She was so close that when she turned, her face brushed
my sleeve. It was almost a caress, and it warmed my heart.
I hope I am not making myself ridiculous in your sight. It
stirs me deeply to recover that enchanted moment.

Many persons are distrustful of themselves when standing
on the edge of high precipices. The possibilities of the
situation seem to exercise a sort of hypnotic urge. It isn't
that they have a temptation to destroy themselves; but there
is a strange infatuation here that startles persons who
become suddenly aware of their unsuspected phobia.
I found myself a little bit unsure of myself in the close
presence of Helen Brent. I believe and hope that she did
not realize the effect she had on me. I know she did not, or
she would have gone to more pains in avoiding chance
contacts offering opportunities for a caressing touch.
Joyce is lazy and took advantage of her liberty to break-
fast in bed. Helen had hers with me. It is my habit to glance
over the telegraph news in The Free Press, in my library,
before breakfast. On the next morning after the girls arrived,
Helen sauntered into the library, came to my chair, took
my hand, and said, "Breakfast. I'm hungry. Take me to it,
please,'* She had on some sort of lounge costume; black
velvet s&irt and a high-buttoned chartreuse smock belted
with a heavy cord and tassels. It was such an exquisite
outfit, and so uncommonly becoming, that I told her she
shouldn't ever wear anything else.